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Speaking of Talking
(Editorial)
It has often been said, and rightly too,
that the person who talks all the time
very seldom has anything to say. He
gives us a very good example of “small
talk.” The art of conversation seems to
be losing ground as we practice “small
talk” with our roommates, classmates,
and friends. The real conversationalist
among us has turned out to be the one
who can ask “Did you hear . . . ?” most
during the course of conversation.
Yet when we come in contact with
people who will not talk at all, we are
very ill at ease, because silence is very
significant—either the person is cooly
taking stock of us or is becoming ex¬
tremely intimate, and the number of
persons with whom we want extreme in¬
timacy is strikingly small.
There must be a happy medium be¬
tween the two extremes—too much talk
and no talk. To obtain this medium, it
is very evident that we must study and
practice the art of conversation. In good
talk there must be some ideas which will
not have to be hunted out from our con¬
versations, but which may be easily
grasped and at the same time stimulate
thought. These ideas in our conversa¬
tion lend form and shape to our talk.
Any good talker is free from the fear
of being gazed upon by his listeners; he
does not think nor carry the air that
he alone is the sole fountain of wisdom.
He is ready to change his opinions when
new and better ones are presented and
proved. In short, when a good talker
talks to us, we feel that he has said
something that will make some difference




It is time for a general clean-up cam¬
paign. Look at yourself. Are you more
pleased or displeased? Do not .just stop
on the surface—examine your thoughts
also; for what you think, emanates from
your face and manner. Now what is
your conclusion? Do your good points
counter-balance your bad points? If so,
is there no room for further improve¬
ment?
Have your self-surprising New Year’s
resolutions become like the shiny new
hinges you put on the front door last
year—grown a little rusty in spots and
need a bit of polishing up with cleans¬
ing oil ?
Jot down a few of your rusting or
slipping spots. First, you’ve been los¬
ing your temper a good deal lately and
then calling your outbreak “nerves,” but
is it that? Second, you’ve been eating
calories, vitamins, and what-have-you
with the greatest unconcern. Your diet
seems to consist of just any kind and
flavor of “ichy-goo” with absolutely no
regard as to the results on your di¬
gestion. Obviously a change is needed.
Third, you have forgotten some other
health habits. You’re sluggish—no en¬
ergy, no ambition. Aren’t you like the
traditional college boy who, with time
on his hands, sleeps all morning, lounges
about all afternoon, and spends a night
of hilarious boredom? Isn’t this de¬
terioration? Fourth, your personal ap¬
pearance gives one the impression that
you must be that “something the cat
dragged in.” Ah, but here’s the catch!
What self-respecting cat would own up
to you?
No doubt your ego is slightly wounded
after those cruel discoveries; so now, on
the opposite side of your ledger, list your
good points, being truthful as well as
systematic. How can you have a clean
house if there are cobwebs in the attic—
or perhaps the cellar? First, aside from
your temper, your disposition in the
main is calm and collected. As a rule
you are inclined to be patient and sym¬
pathetic. Second, you still retain those
good reading habits formed in early
youth, so that part of your spineless
lounging around is accounted for. Third,
your personality is for the most part on
the up and up. You’ve lost compara¬
tively few friends recently and gained
others even better to fill their places.
Now this is a good point which you may
almost grow conceited over. That
thought leads to another one. Compared
with times previous, you’ve managed to
remain more or less unspoiled and “un¬
conceited.” Your task is, merely, to re¬
main so. If you do feel any self-loving
tendencies, just look across the page at
your bad points and allow your tempera¬
ture to drop a few degrees. So much for
the ledger.
Now get out the necessary materials
for your “clean-up act.” Soap and water
in the form of firm decision and stern
discipline should he sufficient. First,
throw out all unnecessary furniture, such
as false fronts, deceit, etc. They merely
clutter up. (Jet rid of all false or foggy
ideas; clear your brain. If there are any
problems confronting you, make your
decisions and stand by them. He sure
you examine every nook and corner and
brush away every minute speck of dust.
Next on your list is the disposition prob¬
lem. When someone annoys you, instead
of having one of your famous (or in¬
famous) “conniption fits,” just smile
sweetly and ignore it.
Remember, self control is much the
exercising of that little philosophy,
“mind over matter,” and after all it is
only animals who have no control over
their emotions. Now that appetite prob¬
lem. Stop imagining you’re hungry all
the time. Be very active to begin with
and throw out very dramatically and
forcefully those things you, with flat¬
tery, have designed to call food and stock
up all over. This time make your pan¬
try hold a few more vegetables; use
common sense in your choice and from
now on take your meals at regular inter¬
vals and, above all, retire early enough
so that you won’t be getting hungry and
indulging in mid-night feasts. Better
eating habits will help you take care of
your next problem—sluggishness. Don’t
try punishing yourself with a spring
tonic (molasses and sulphur) but eat
properly and then watch your youth, as
it were, return. When your alarm rings
in the morning, just draw a dee]) breath,
hop out of bed and take a cold shower,
still holding your breath, if need be. If
you can’t manage to rise early by this
method, then bribe someone to pour cold
water on you for a few mornings in suc¬
cession and then just see how soon early
rising becomes a habit. As for your ap¬
pearance—discard all relics and make
over whatever clothing may be classified
as a "hope.” An all new wardrobe isn’t
necessary. Any one new article will pep
you up greatly. Wash your face really
clean, wash your hair, put on all clean
clothes with a bit of care and see if you
don’t experience a change immediately.
Now your house is clean. It is for you
to see how long it will stay that way. A
little dusting, a little sweeping, a bit of





In reverent commemoration of the
Founders of this institution, Spelman
observed her fifty-fifth anniversary Sat¬
urday, April 11, 1936. At the formal
afternoon celebration in Sisters Chapel,
Miss Mary van Kleeck, Director of De¬
partment of Industrial Studies of the
Russell Sage Foundation, gave an in¬
spiring address on the topic, “National
Economic Backgrounds for Interracial
Cooperation.” Without preliminaries
she launched into the heart of her sub¬
ject.
America faces momentous economic
issues today which are not only local
and sectional but national as well. These
issues are centered in one great need—
the need for economic security of liveli¬
hood, so as to share in the upbuilding of
society—a type of civilization which this
nation lias dreamed. There is today this
economic issue at home and in contrast,
the issue of war abroad. Such a situa¬
tion springs from an insecurity of the
people in the several nations and from
an insecurity of one nation amongst
other nations.
“What part does a woman’s college
have in such questions as these"?” said
Miss van Kleeck. It is true women have
great influence in business, finance,
and government. Because the dominat¬
ing economic problem is this insecurity
of livelihood, this is a subject preemi¬
nently solved by women; for women are
highly instrumental in the distribution
and use of finances.
Throughout the world the common
man is the worker of the world; a great
majority of the people earn their living
bv their work. It has been falsely
thought by many that the professions
are apart from the workers for which
reason, too, the professions must have a
higher status than that of the workers.
For these reasons the workers have
chosen for their children the seeming se-
curitv in the professions. But never can
the professions achieve fully their pur¬
pose if they are prevented from serving
tlu* common peoples. This is the chal¬
lenge to reorient our lives.
To tlu* college youth of the past gen¬
eration the world used to say “be faith¬
ful to your task and you will be assured
a position,” but this is not true today.
The welcome after college now is to enter
a "sick” world to help make it a better
one in which to live.
There is needed a social consciousness
to make us aware of all the other work¬
ers in this country and others. This so¬
cial consciousness can be perpetuated
through the right direction of the arts,
science, history, and literature.
We look for a cause of this economic
insecurity and point to the crash on the
stork market in 1929, on Wall Street—
but this was just one incident, for this
economic insecurity came as a result of
a climax after the World War.
Today there are still twelve million
people counted as unemployed despite
the efforts made by the Federal Govern¬
ment to relieve the unemployment situa¬
tion. What do these figures tell ? The
answer to this is that employment has
fallen tremendously low, and we can
not use our productive capacity to its
maximum degree in this country.
In this period of great economic pres¬
sure there is in the United States the
opportunity to show to the world how
the two races can live side by side realiz¬
ing and perfecting the height of the cul¬
ture of each in terms of the other. This
is a mass problem that requires mass
cooperation. Through the colleges the
women can avail themselves of the op¬
portunity of interracial cooperation.
Moreover the women of all the colleges
will be called to take their part in con¬
tributions that will call forth struggle
and effort.
Miss van Kleeck, in closing, paid
tribute to the leader who made possible
and who invisioned what institutions like
Atlanta University are and what a unity
of these educational institutions might
mean. She expressed a desire to have
visited Atlanta University while Dr.
Hope was president, but that her visit
has been made possible after his passing.
Miss van Kleeck said that we could not
have come together this Founders Day
without a tribute to that great idea which
is taking shape in these institutions, Imt
which will only sufficiently express itself
m the lives of those who are trained in
these institutions to take their places in
the democracy of America.
Blame Not the Spring
M. F. C.
Blame not the season for your sin;
Before it came did you begin
To wantonly excuse from work
The shamed self who is a shirk.
Before your eyes there gleamed your
sweet;
You kissed his face, his hands, his feet;
There burned a flame; it is the same




My mother says I used to look
Just like a picture from a book,
With starchy dresses ruffled wide —
(Hut how they used to prick inside!)
ASTRONOMY
“Which am de useflest, Ebon, de
sun or de moonf '
“ Why de moon ob course.'’
‘ ‘ 1 low come de moon ?
“Kase de moon, he shine in de night
when we need de light, but de sun,
he shine in de day when light am ob
no consequence. ’ ’
The True Spirit of Giving
Founders Day, April 11, 193fi, was
observed in the real spirit of the Foun¬
ders of this institution. College classes
had worked up to the last minute col¬
lecting personal contributions for Spel-
man’s birthday gift.
Students gave up their desserts one
meal each day for a period of two weeks,
and the money saved in that way went
as a gift from the Sunday School, which,
when all totals were made, amounted to
thirty-seven dollars.
The classes reported as follows:





Another very significant gift came
from the workmen of Mr. Davis’ de¬
partment which amounted to $40.
The gift from the alumnae and former
students, which totaled $130.25, was es¬
pecially significant. It made us feel that
they, who have gone out from this insti¬
tution, have learned a most worthwhile
lesson—besides learning to look beyond
the stars and the sky at the threshold of
a wider heaven than they’ve known be¬
fore, they have looked aright and found
new depths of belief in their Alma
Mater.
When Spelman’s Last Wall
Has Been Painted
(With apologies to Riulyard Kipling)
Velma Jeanne Wofford, ’38
When Spelman \s last wall has been
painted, and the ladders are gone
for all time,
When the oldest colors are covered,
and the new cream and green
proudly shine,
We shall rest, and faith we shall need
it—in clean rooms the rest of
the year;
A e can traverse the halls and go down¬
stairs without this terrific fear.
Some pictures now hang in their
places, shine down from the spot¬
less white walls,—
Some find old neighbors beside them;
others find no friends at all;
And those, that are not yet hanging,
lie neatly piled on the floor,
Awaiting the hand that will put them
back in their places once more.
And only the teachers shall praise us,
and only the teachers shall blame,
If any student write on the wall, to
acquire personal fame;
Hut each shall write on paper, enjoy
the new scene from afar.
lie shall leave the walls as lie finds
them and his record shall suffer
no sear.
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A Ring Around tin* Sun
Mable Murphy, ’37
A few days ago, Atlanta had an op¬
portunity to observe an unusual phe¬
nomenon. It was a ring around the sun
—a rare occurrence, for it represents a
curious condition probably caused by
the presence of fine ice needles in the
stratosphere. The rays shining through
the ice gave the appearance of a
‘ ‘ ring”.
This phenomenon occurred about ten
o’clock on Friday, April 17. In the
shopping district of the city nearly
everyone along the sidewalks was 'gaz¬
ing intently upward. In many schools,
children were taken outside to see it.
Yet, in spite of this, a great many
people did not know anything about
what was happening. When some of
them read this, they will hear the first
of the peculiar “ring.”
Too many of us are like that. We
never see things until someone else
mentions them.
We wonder why Opportunity doesn't
knock at our doors oftener. The trouble
is not with Opportunity—it is with us.
If our state of mind is so depressed
and so introspective that we hear only
our own noises, we won't hear Oppor¬
tunity ’s knock.
And after all, Opportunity can’t be
expected to break down the door.
Reflections
Julia Juanita James, ’37
The last few days preceding Faster,
people all over the Christian world ob¬
serve as Passion Week. ’Twas a week
of preparation both for our Master and
for the Romans who were to crucify
Him.
Events that occurred during the last
days of Christ’s life come back quite
vividly as we live again the scenes of
the Last Supper, Peter’s denial and
Christ’s hours of agony in the garden
and on the Mount of Olives. Yes, they
were days of agonizing preparation for
our Master as He received the final
orders of His 33 years of being on
earth.
Then, I can imagine that not very
many Roman officials who had the slight¬
est influence on the conviction of Christ,
slept very well during those last days—
I can see Pilate arising many times dur¬
ing the night, unable to enjoy a peaceful
repose. Then I can see them all coming
up to the last—the day when the hour
had come and our Lord was to be cruci¬
fied.
Now He had a trial, and whether it
was legal or illegal, He is convicted!
Amidst the jeers and rebuffs of a mob
and excited crowd, He is carrying His
cross to Calvary. But wait, He doesn’t
have to carry it far before someone steps
up and carries it for Him, and that is
one of the things about which we want
to think—the bearing of that cross.
Now, I’ve heard and read of many
Prepare Ye the Way
The Reverend Canon L. A. Lennon,
from the Church Missionary Society of
Nigeria, West Africa, in chapel on April
14, compared Christians to road-builders
who are preparing the way for others to
enjoy.
Mr. Lennon, a native of Jamaica, has
worked for twenty years in Africa as a
teacher and preacher. He gave a very
vivid picture of the beginning and prog¬
ress of his school at Ikare, from which
other schools have sprung.
Mr. Lennon has done much to liberate
the African woman from the curse of
infant betrothal and woman-hood slav¬
ery. One of the greatest evils in Africa
is the disrespect for women. Polygamy
is much practiced there, but the “wives”
which a man takes are not wives, but
slaves. Mr. Lennon feels that if this
yoke of bondage can be raised from the
lives of the African women, a great step
forward will have been taken in lifting
African people.
This very interesting talk held a chal¬
lenge for us as American Negro women.
It challenged us who are to become
teachers to be continually mindful of
our job because we never know whom we
are to teach—if we cannot go to Africa
ourselves, how do we know that among
our group here at home there is not
some one desirous of becoming a mis¬
sionary ?
Negro history weeks and there is a fra¬
ternity that sponsors a Negro achieve¬
ment week, but in all of these observ¬
ances and celebrations, not once have I
heard of this black brother Simeon, the
Cyrenian who bore the cross of Christ—
who made history, early history—history
33 A.D.
I can see him as he returned to his
home and the members of his family who
were always sensitive about their class
and social position, and hear them say¬
ing, “Why did you do it?” “I wouldn’t
have carried his cross.” “You’re noth¬
ing but a slave.” Then I can see Simeon
with a light in his eyes and a look on
his face that had come from the Master.
A light that comes from “love which is
the joy of service so deep that self is
forgotten.” Yes, I can see him as he
answered in the words of Countee Cullen
in “Simeon the Cyrenian Speaks”:
What all of Rome could not have
wrought.
“He never spake a word to me
And yet He called my name
He never gave a sign to me
And yet I knew He came.
At first I said I will not bear
His cross upon my back —
He only seeks to place it there
Because my skin is black.
But He was dying for a dream,
And He was very meek,
And in His eyes shone a gleam
Men journey far to seek.
I)r. John R. Mott
When Dr. John R. Mott, world travel¬
ler and leader in Y. M. ('. A. work, spoke
in the exhibition room of' Atlanta Uni¬
versity Library to a group made up of
faculty and students of several insti¬
tutions of' higher learning, he, in a posi¬
tive way, stated that whatever is done
in checking the rising tide of interna¬
tional distrust and racial antagonism
must be done quickly and by the pres¬
ent generation.
Drawing on his experience as a world
traveller for nearly fifty years, Dr. Mott
declared that in his memory the forces
of nationalism have never been so strong,
nor has racial solidarity been more evi¬
dent than at present. Despite the fact
that world problems are so urgent, Dr.
Mott’s listeners were impressed by his
optimism over the future. There are, he
said, certain very definite and perceptible
“rising spiritual tides” which are evi¬
denced through the spirit of honest in¬
quiry that is sweeping the world, the
healthy critical attitude toward religion,
the multiplicity of organizations of
people who are banding themselves to¬
gether in search for truth, the vast num¬
ber ot books and other publications on
spiritual questions that are being issued,
and finally the Christward movement
which, according to Dr. Mott, is increas¬
ing in volume and momentum.
“Nothing has happened in these las!
few fateful years that has invalidated
the teachings of Jesus Christ,” Dr. Mott
said, and expressed his firm conviction
that in the principles of Jesus, honesth
applied, can be found a sure and swift
end to interracial strife and misunder¬
standing. The principles, as summed
up by Dr. Mott, are five in number:
(1) recognition of the infinite worth of
each nation or race; (2) service in be¬
half of the weak on the part of the
strong, irrespective of race, color or
creed; (3) realization of the absolute
necessity of races and nations to one an¬
other; (4) the observance of the golden
rule; and (5) respect for the command¬
ment to love one’s enemies.
This conference was held in Atlanta
to enable Dr. Mott to obtain the view¬
point of leaders in Negro education so
that he may take part more effectively
in the World Conference of the Y. M.
C. A. to be held in India in Jan., 1937,
where two hundred selected leaders of
thought throughout the world will par¬
ticipate in this conference on world
evangelism.
It was Himself my pity brought;
I did for Christ alone
What all of Rome could not
have wrought
With bruise of lash or stone.”
Yes, men to come may call it servi¬
tude—but I call it service!
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Serious Situations
Donald Grant, a native Scotsman who
is a graduate of the University of Edin-
burch, leader in the International Stu¬
dents’ Movement, and an authority on
world affairs, was a guest speaker on
Spelman campus for the week of April
(i, 1936. Mr. Grant has traveled and
lived in almost every European country;
for this reason he was able to discuss
the present serious situation in Europe.
“The situation,” said Mr. Grant, “is
a dangerous one and has been since1933.” The most recent feature in Eu¬
rope, that is particularly disturbing, is
Germany’s act of marching into the de¬
militarized Rhineland; this lias the at¬
tention of the world. Germany’s accept¬
ance of this region as a demilitarized
zone was a voluntary act, but on March
7, 1936, Hitler broke this agreement of
the Locarno Pact, thus also breaking the
Versaille Treaty. Germany claims the
right to do this, as Hitler pointed out,
because France had already broken the
Lacarno Treaty by entering into a non¬
aggression treaty with Soviet Russia.
But the fallacy of this complaint lies in
the fact that France had offered to
submit to the World Court the treaty
made with Russia; this Hitler refused
to accept. Also, Hitler was offered the
privilege of joining this treaty, which he
refused. This move on the part of Ger¬
many, as it appears, is being taken as
a threat toward Soviet Russia, for Ger¬
many wishes to extend control toward
the eastern section of Europe purely for
economic gain. The question is raised,
Why should France become worried over
this drive against Soviet Russia? The
answer is, France not only is concerned
over the present situation, but she has
to think in terms of 1946, because of the
possible outcome of Germany’s ruthless
policy to expand into a great power.
The thing Germany has achieved is not
so important, but the outstanding factor
is that Germany lias broken the “collec¬
tive stand” adopted by other countries
in an effort to keep peace.
The hint that Germany and Japan
are linked by a secret treaty or agree¬
ment is also a dangerous thing in the
European situation, since this, too, is
against the collective agreement, because
of the method and attitude Germany and
Japan are showing.
When King Alexander of Jugoslavia
landed peacefully in France to investi¬
gate the growing friendliness between
France and Italy and was assassinated,
Hungary was blamed for the bloody
deed. This violent accusation against
Hungary, coupled with the assassination
of Adolphus by the Nazi in June of the
same year, were similar to the events
that started the war in 1914. However,
the events of 1934 were brought into the
League of Nations and settled without
war; so it can be said that Europe of
1934, with all its dangers and difficulties,
Sight
Frankie B. Smith, ’38
A man with defective physical vis¬
ion sees but a portion of the beauties
of this world. And that which he does
see is enveloped with a mist. There
is no gift greater than clear vision.
Serious, however, as is the loss of
physical vision, the far more serious
loss is that of mental or spiritual vis¬
ion. The pitiful tragedy is not so much
to the man who cannot see, as to the
man who will not see.
The most important process of edu¬
cation is that of correcting vision, of
clearing away the mists so that he
who cannot see, may learn to see.
Knowledge and understanding are
forever reconstructing our sight.
Recently, in a current magazine, I
came across a striking picture. In a
dimly lighted tenement room sat a
mother bending over her needle work.
To the rear of the room a small child
stood looking out of one of the small
windows. A ray of softened light
which had fallen from the high roof,
brought forth this exclamation from
the child: “Oh! Mother, come and see
the sunset.”
The pathos of that picture poured
into my entire being. Sight! Here
was a working mother, blinded by the
selfishness and greed, undoubtedly of
others. The last sight of the mother
beamed from the eyes of her child. 1
like to think, however, that many a
sunset was treasured and stored in the
heart of that sad working mother.
He sees in the most precious man¬
ner who is able to feel motives and
impulses, and through tolerance to
fathom their import.
All vision, whether of the eyes,
mind or heart, is cleared through un¬
derstanding. We learn to see in stages.
The school boy merely senses morning
with the break of day, but he who has
become seasoned, through life’s end¬
less tests, sees beyond the mere break¬
ing of the day; as light appears, he
sees all truth, all beauty, and all
knowledge as potential to him.
was more diplomatic than the Europe of
1914.
(tut of the Austro-Hungarian Empire
following the war there were carved sev¬
eral republics—a loss to which Hungary
will never be reconciled, and which the
inhabitants keep alive in the slogan, "No,
no, never" (be reconciled to this loss of
territory). The question, now, is will
Hungary be able to affect these changes
by herself? This is an added feature
disturbing to the peace of Europe. An
outstanding man in Vienna remarked,
“1932 was the last post-war year; 1933,
the tirst pre-war year in Europe.”
Commission on Interracial
Cooperation Holds Memo¬
rial Service for Dr. Hope
The Commission on Interracial co¬
operation in its annual meeting at At¬
lanta University, April 15, 1936, held a
memorial service for the late Dr. John
1 lope, who was honorary president of
the Commission.
Dr. E. McNeil Poteat, Jr., president
of the organization presided over the
service which was held in the Exhibi¬
tion room of Atlanta University Li¬
brary. The music, consisting of spirit¬
uals, was given by the Morehouse quar¬
tet and the Spelman-Morehouse chorus.
Mr. Channing Tobias and Dr. M.
Ashby Jones each delivered an address.
Both men had grown up from boy¬
hood with Dr. Hope in Augusta, Geor¬
gia, and were thus able to point out
interesting features pertinent to the
character and life of their friend. The
two speakers gave testimony to a con¬
siderable number of people in Augusta
who gave generous encouragement and
inspiration to ambitious young people
regardless of color. Dr. Hope shared
in this encouragement in his youth; it
was never forgotten and helped, as Dr.
Jones brought out, to counteract dis¬
appointments and loss of faith in peo¬
ple in his later life.
An outstanding characteristic of Dr.
Hope, said Mr. Tobais, was the active
Service that he rendered to his fellow-
man.
I)r. Jones pointed out the fact that
Dr. Hope’s life IkJgan at a time when
there was no true definition of a
Negro—at a time when the opposite
race felt that a Negro could rise so
high and no higher. This was an evil
resulting from the institution of slav¬
ery. Dr. Jones said the terrible sin of
slavery is the sin against a personalitv.
Slavery tended to put a brand on a
child even before his birth allowing
him no personality or individuality at
all. This was tin* thing Dr. Hope had
to defy, and so it was at Brown Uni¬
versity that lie defined his own per¬
sonality. If was not long after In* had
been graduated from Brown Universitv
that that institution conferred upon
him the Honorary Master of Arts De¬
gree. Dr. Jones said that it is such
personalities as Booker T. Washington
and Dr. Hope that stand out as torches
casting a light over the lives of a pim¬
ple who have never had a chance. Dr.
Hope saw that if there was to be build-
ed a civilization in the South there
would have to be an interdependence
between the two races. It is with this
spirit that the call is not how much
the opposite race will do for the Negro,
and not how much the Negro will do
tor the white race, but how much each
race will do with the other. Dr. Jones
recalled the occasion when, in an argu-
(Continued on Page 6)
6 CAMPUS MIRROR
Five Up’s
Lucile H. Green, ’38
“To be or not to be, is
the question.”
Shakespeare’s I lamlet.
The last snow of February, 1936,
had a peculiar effect on me. In fact,
I had an entirely new experience. The
day, for me, was a “blue Monday.”
1 felt very tired, but since 1 had not
been working I must have been lazy. 1
was not conscious of what was around
me in a material sense nor of the peo¬
ple around me—who they were, what
they were here for, or even my own
purposes or aims, if I really had any.
As an escape from such feelings I
began staring out of the window of
Spelman College Heading Room where
l was seated. At first my gaze went
merely into space; then it changed to
a staring at the constant fall of the
snow. 1 noted the way each little flake
followed a particular path to its des¬
tination unless it was swirled aside by
the wind. Becoming interested in the
snow and then amazed at the darting
motions, curiosity began to stir in my
dusty brain. Ideas soon seemed to be
wreathing and crackling like so many
stones. Once 1 thought my swirling
ideas would burst out of jail because
they had not been used for some time.
I did manage to put together one lit¬
tle idea, and it was that in as much as
the little snow flakes have definite
paths to follow, so have we paths in
life which we must follow. I did not
bother at this dilemma, however, to
discover the particular path for which
1 was best suited.
While still sitting musing I glanced
at a little instrument on the roof of
Tapley Hall. It was being rocked fx-om
side to side by the wind. By this
time my brain started functioning
again and I questioned myself, because
now I saw myself. These are some of
the questions that I asked: Am I being-
rocked from side to side in the cradle
of laziness ?
Am I content to remain here and see
others working and getting pleasure
from it? Or am I in the cradle of “I
don’t have a chance,” being consoled
by misfortunes or what I have nick¬
named misfortunes?
Am I a weakling that’s afraid to
venture out where no traveler has
roamed ?
There I sat quizzing myself and
while doing so I had a vision. In this
vision I was sitting in church. My
pastor (who is tall and stately built)
arose in his dignified manner and said:
“I shall speak briefly this morning
upon the subject “Five Up’s.” I re¬
member them, and, since someone else
might be suffering from the lazy
sleeping disease which carries a slow
What of Your Days?
Is the average day for you one of
boresome routine? Has the monotony
of doing a certain thing at a certain
time each day made you a machine
that manufactures a schedule exactly
like the one you had yesterday? If
this is the case with you, you are
walking in your sleep. Some one needs
to go around with you and remind you
that this is a new day—not exactly
like the one you witnessed yesterday!
Therefore you must get some new ex¬
perience from it, because this day will
not return. When the sun sinks in
the West tonight, this day willI1 gone.
How sad it will be to look back into
your past and not he able to distin¬
guish one day from another! But
would you like, in looking back, to
say, “I had a new experience that
day. I was reborn. I grew?” If you
can do this, then you are growing,
you are aware of the fact, and you
are putting yourself nearer some goal.
What is the one thing in our daily
routine from which we may get a new
experience which will cause us to grow
bigger? Between sunrise and actual
class time, there comes a sacred period
of meditation when harmonious sounds
peal out from the chapel organ, mak¬
ing music—sweet music—“Music that
lifts our hearts, in one breath to
heaven!” Songs are sung, prayers are
offered, and talks are made by vari¬
ous persons—all these serve as spirit¬
ual food for the day. Our chapel ser-
vice is like our physical breakfast—
we eat in order to be strong to per¬
form our physical tasks of the day;
the experience which we get in chapel
is spiritual food that gives us strength
to perform the tasks which are our
means of attaining to fullest heights.
As long* as we merely recognize
chapel, we get little from it; but when
we realize it in its full significance we
get a wholesome effect—we make an¬
other step upward toward the realiza¬
tion of our highest selves.







H. Wingood: “We had a good Sun¬
day school this morning.”
E. Boddie: “What did you all talk
about?”
H. Wingood: “Amos.”
E. Boddie: “Amos and Andy??’’
Hotel Clerk: “Shall I have the por¬
ter call you in the morning?”
Guest: “No, I always wake up
promptly at seven.”
Hotel Clerk: “Then would you mind
calling the porter.”
To Andrew*
Bei'nick IIki.kn RAii'om), ’37
1 wish that every gladsome note,
That bursts forth from the robin’s
throat,
Would give me not a single sound,
But sing itself into the ground;
And that the smell of every rose,
Of every lovely herb that grows,
Would join that gladsome song of
mirth,
And sink with it into the earth.
I wish the strains of Lohengrin
Would find some way to gather in
With sincere song of' peasant toil,
And all would sink into the soil—
Oh Earth! I know you wonder why
I’d utter such a stupid cry;
But here’s the secret of your
charms:
You hold my treasure in your arms.
*To my beloved brother who died March 25,
1030.
Because
Velma Jeanne Wofford, ’38
Because I’ve seen a turbulent river
meet its calm destiny, I know what
peace is,
Because I’ve seen the waves dash end¬
lessly on i-ocks in raging torrent,
I know what despair is,
Because I’ve seen a sweet flower lose
its loveliness and die, I know what
grief is,
Because I’ve seen the mellow gaze in
the eyes of my faithful dog, I
know what faith is,
Because I’ve seen the morning sun
rise in all its glory, I know what
hope is.
And, because I’ve seen all these things,
I wonder what life is.
Paradox
Mable Murphy
Dull men who look before they leap
Are seldom filled with laughter;
I’m gay and happy all the time —
I leap and then look, after.
Some people, when they look at me,
Raise eyebrows very high;
If they had half the fun I have,
They’d look me in the eye.
Commission on Interracial
Cooperation Holds Memo
rial Service for Dr. Hope
(Continued from Page 5)
rnent over race x-elations, Dr. Hope
rose to the defense of the poor whites
saying “They had never had a chance
hut had been bound by ignorance and
poverty.” This showed that he was
not conscious of any race, but was
sympathetic with humanity. Dr. Jones
stated that the purpose of an Inter¬
racial Commission should be to culti¬
vate an interracial climate where there
will flower human brotherhood.
7
Sunday Afternoon Tea
Among the unique features of a Silver
'I ea, a Founders Day benefit, given in
Morgan Hall on April 5, was the method
of inviting the guests.
“Then wouldn’t you like to he my
guest?” To this question many a smil¬
ing guest replied, “Yes,” in a manner
tilled with as much charm and pleasant¬
ness as he or she could muster. The
guests were met at the top of the stairs
by the hostesses, of whom there were
eleven, and then were led by one of the
beautifully gowned girls to the table of
registration which stood in the center of
the living room, and over which Miss
Dorothy McAdams presided. As they
came up, the people invited wrote their
names in a tablet provided for the oc¬
casion, and placed their silver offerings
in the silver plates on the same table.
Among those invited were faculty mem¬
bers from Atlanta University, Morehouse
and Spelman Colleges, and friends from
the city as well as students from the
three institutions.
The musical programme consisted of
vocal, violin, viola and piano solos given
bv Miss Washington, by Miss Fran-
zetta Williams, Mr. Benny Parks, Mr.
Durant, and Miss Theodis Weston, re¬
spectively. While guests resorted, at
their pleasure, to the table for a cup of
tea between numbers on the program,
Anne Wright played piano selections.
Not even the rain that had been pour¬
ing since early that morning kept this
well appointed programme from being
the success that it was, and much of
the credit must be given to Miss Tliursa
Davis and Miss Lottie Lyons, sponsors
of the affair and teachers of the two
Sunday School classes by whom the af¬
ternoon entertainment was planned and
carried out. To Miss Wagg, who so gra¬
ciously welcomed the classes and their





The students look forward each year
with great enthusiasm to the annual
Shakespearean play. This year, under
the direction of Miss Anne M. Cooke,
the play, “Much Ado About Nothing,
was presented in Sale Hall, March ld-14.
It was well received. The colorful and
elaborate costumes were beautiful and
lent grace and dignity that were most
effective.
The spirit of the play was not lacking,
for the entire cast portrayed with ar¬
tistry, the characters that they repre¬
sented.
A number of comments heard were:
that the parts of Hero and Beatrice wen
especially well done. The parts of Dog-
(Continued on Page 8)
CAMPUS MIRROR
Morgan Seniors Entertain
You often feel that you can enjoy
yourself better if you are among your
own classmates and friends.
On March 24, 1936, from seven until
nine o’clock, the seniors of Morgan Hall
invited their classmates over from More¬
house North to spend a part of the eve¬
ning with them and their hall mother,
Miss Wagg.
The girls from Morehouse North were
asked to bring their young men friends
along and amid the music, laughter and
song, they spent a very pleasant evening
just among themselves and their friends.
Peach blossoms peeped out from be¬
hind the pictures on the walls and stood
brightly up on their stems in large clay
crocks set around in different places in
the room.
Miss Anne Wright and Mr. David
Mells took turns at playing piano selec¬
tions for the group as they stood around
the instrument singing popular songs.
They also did the ‘“Paul Jones.”
Miss Wagg sat at a table that stood
at the left end of the room and gra¬
ciously poured tea while the young peo¬
ple refreshed themselves with the tea and
doughnuts from pretty china dishes
placed on the table.
Game Carnival
The fifty-fifth Founders Day exercises
v ere begun with the Games Carnival on
the center campus Saturday morning,
April 11. “Ole Sol” smiled pleasantly
and the zephyrs danced gently as the
four classes, each led by its president,
marched to the roped-off plot directly
in front of Rockefeller Hall, promptly
at ten o’clock. The music was played by
a group of Morehouse students and led
by Mr. W. L. James.
With Mrs. B. R. Brazeal and the
Misses Jenson, Albro, and Dupuv, re¬
enforced by the Messrs. Robinson and
Forbes as the officials, the games got
under way, beginning with the clock
race. This was followed by the social
medley race, next the alphabet race,
which was followed by human croquet,
and finally the spoon and potato race.
Miss Warwick’s chorographic group
followed the games with demonstrations
in rhythm, in runs, in swings, in direc¬
tion, in addition to a dance composition.
Those making up this group were Fran-
zetta Williams, Miriam Webster, Eloise
Usher, Ruth Mae Westmoreland, Beu-
nice Raiford, and Susie Pearl Smith.
After the financial rally was over, the
places of the classes were announced by
Miss Jenson, the official scorer. Accord¬







The most serviceable, complex and
delicate organs of the human body are
the eyes, and there are excellent reasons
for having them in front, as high as
possible, and in a protected place. They
are, therefore, headmost in the skull,
where the bones work in concert in of¬
fering them protection under the eaves
of the brows. There are still other parts
being protected. The round open door¬
ways which expose the front structure
of the eyes, and especially the precious,
transparent round window, the cornea,
must certainly he guarded from injury.
To protect these our eye lids are hung
on open gateways and are always ready
“quick as a wink” to protect the exposed
front part of the eyes against all danger.
We may think of the eye ball as a
red-skinned little onion with the root
area in front representing the colored
part of the eyes and the top in the hack
of it resembling the nerve of sight. How¬
ever, the eyeball is unlike the onion, for
it is a most complex, delicate structure.
Since 1 have called these most valu¬
able little organs our servants, let us
think of some of the valuable services
they render and of how we can help
them carry on their work. In the midst
of this world of things stationary and
things fleeting, the eyes tell man where
he is. It is through the function of sight,
for the most part, that all knowledge of
things is obtained and verified, for “see¬
ing is believing.” We see beauty and
truth.
Therefore, in order for us to be always
thought beautiful and for truth to be al¬
ways seen in our eyes, we should do our
utmost to help nature to protect our eyes
from all danger within as well as with¬
out. We can keep a healthy body by
keeping our digestive tract well flushed
and clean from impurities, by drinking
plenty of water and other liquids. Over¬
eating and drinking and a host of other
things unbalance the general health of
the whole body.
If we lie in bed and read, we hardly
ever have the light in the correct posi¬
tion for reading. Our eyes are not able
to focus with all their muscular strength.
Use your eyes not more than two hours
al a stretch, especially in studying, be¬
cause, in addition to the tiring of the
eyes, there is a brain weariness which,
in itself, makes the eyes less fit.
It pays to have your eyes examined
regularly. The general health is exceed¬
ingly important; this includes proper
diet and sleep as well as physical exer¬
cise in the open air: our eyes need fre¬
quent periods of rest and exercise,
proper posture and good ventilation.
Do not tax your eyes too much; to¬





(Continued from Page 7)
berry, played by George Washington,
and of I .con a to, played by (Jeorge Smith,
were both effective in the general inter¬
pretation of the dramatic story. The
stage set, designed by Eugene Grigsby,
was decidedly effective in plan and in
colori ng.
We are wondering already what the
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Hero . . Franzetta Williams
Margaret
Ursula
Dogberrv . . George Washington
Verges Leroy Haynes
First Watch . . .. E. N. Harris
Second Watch . . W. W. Jackson
Sexton . . Benjamin Ingersoll
The Madding Crowd
Theodis Weston
“Far from the madding crowd's ignoble
strife.
Their sober wishes never learned to
stray;
Along the cool sequestered vale of life
They kept the noiseless tenor of their
way.”
—Thomas Gray
From this stanza a keenly planned
three-act play was written and presented
on March 20 in The Little Theatre by
the Atlanta University Laboratory High
School Boarding Students, under the di¬
rection of Mrs. Marion W. Starling, the
creator of the play. Through the dili¬
gent work and coopei'ation of the stu¬
dents, this play, written and presented
within seventy-two hours, was a complete
success.
To the Spelman students, the essence
of the play meant much, for the thought
of it was created around the college life
on Spelman campus. Too often students
are madly rushed through preparatory
school and crowded into the college class¬
rooms before they have derived the suf¬
ficient and basic principles underlying a
college education. From the freshman
class to the sophomore, junior and then
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the senior class they stumble along.
Eventually it becomes obvious that ad¬
justment is impossible, and that they
came out before they were “ripe.” Since
they tire not ready for the fray, they
saunter around like sheep and follow the
crowd, the madding crowd, in its fads,
fashions and strife. A good foundation
socially and scholastically obstructs
many oncoming disasters. This was the
core-thought of the play.
From the foregoing analysis it might
seem that “The Madding Crowd” was a
very serious play. It was in the after
thought of its audience; but not until
after the hilarious laughter had subsided.
The characterization and movement of
the play was interestingly observed and
the spicy humor permeated the entire
production.
The Cast of Characters
Dr. Mackarace Evelyn Merritt
Miss Troubalene Trublue,
Nurse Rosemary Frayser
Mrs. Jollibel Snodgrass. .Talveta Meyers
The Snodgrass Sestuplets
Sestuplet 1 Edythe Yarbrough
Sestuplet II Emily Brown
Sestuplet III Frances Carroll
Sestuplet IV Jean Atkins
Sestuplet V Effie Allen
Sestuplet VI .... Catherine Broxton
Stage Manager Ethelle Hall
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Fortnightly, at its meeting in the
Exhibition Room of Atlanta University
Library, April 3, had an instructive
and entertaining talk by Professor
John M. Ross of Morehouse College on
Eugene O’Neill, Playwright and Sym¬
bolist. In addition to Mr. Ross’s knowl¬
edge as a teacher of Dramatics and a
director, his personal acquaintance with
the son of the great playwright added
much interest to his presentation of
significant facts in the life of O’Neill
and in the development of his genius.
The program included a number of
carefully chosen illustrative readings
from the plays of O’Neill given with
the exceptional interpretative power
which Mr. Ross always commands.
